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Santeri was soaked in sweat. His body was screaming at him for this to be over. His wrists were starting 
to hurt from their restraints, but he tugged at them anyway as his toes curled and yet another orgasm 
ripped out of him. 


He growled in discomfort. He'd lost count of how many times Tomi had forced him to cum this evening. The 
small vibrator continued to buzz relentlessly inside of him, driving him mad. That, accompanied with the cock 
ring Tomi had placed on him, kept his weeping cock hard and red - though the red was nearing purple by now. 
The devices achieved their goal, which was forcing Santeri to last for surely what was well over an hour. His 
legs quivered in their hyper-extension, and his cock was beginning to chafe despite the lube Tomi applied 


between sessions. 


His sticky skin had become glued to the linen sheets beneath him and any cum that had escaped Tomi's 
tight heat throughout the evening was drying and caking up in the fine blonde hair on his balls. He craved a 


shower so desperately, though he wasn't sure he could get up and walk to the bathroom after this. 

The singer stopped rocking his hips, looking satisfied A smile spread across his face, framed by his 
sculpted cheekbones. Deep brown eyes opened, and he peered down at Santeri, pleased as a peach. He was quite 
the vision, his damp hair clinging to his shoulders and chest, his muscles rippling with every movement. 


"Please," Santeri begged. "I really can't go another round, Tomi---" 


"But you're still hard," Tomi said, reaching down and tweaking one of Santeri's pink nipples. Santeri thrust up 


involuntarily. Tomi's cock bounced in response. 
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"Please," the keyboardist repeated desperately, feeling embarrassed. Relinquishing control to the smaller 
man hurt his pride. He'd never been submissive in his life. "I really don't think | --" 


"One more time," Tomi told him, dragging his finger down from Santeri's chest to his heaving stomach. "We 


need to make sure those balls are completely drained so you don't go running off to Esa again” 

Santeri watched Tomi's tattooed arm in shame. 

"I told you | was sorry. We were just messing around." 

Tomi lifted off of him. Santeri saw the unmistakable quaking in his thighs and knew Tomi wouldn't be able to 
keep this up for much longer, despite the great physical shape he was in. He allowed an ounce of relief to wash 
over himself. Tomi knelt on the bed beside him, tracing his fingertips along Santeri's sweaty torso, playing for a 
moment with his chest hair. Embarrassingly, Santeri's cock still stood stiff and upright, though it hurt from all 
the use. Tomi gave it a quick tug and Santeri sucked in a breath. 

"| gave you permission to fuck Esa under one condition Do you remember what it was?" 

Santeri nodded, feeling guilty. 

"Tell me." 

"Under - under the condition that you get to watch," the keyboardist replied. His arms were beginning to 
fall asleep. He shifted a litle, trying to get some relief, but the vibrator in his ass shifted as well, making his 
cock jump. He held back a groan 

"And what didn't you do, Sande?" 


Santeri looked up at the ceiling of his bedroom. 


"Let you watch," he said 


"So what are you going to do the next time you fuck Esa?" Tomi prodded, 
"Let you watch," Santeri repeated, looking back at his boyfriend. 
"Good," Tomi said. "Glad we have an understanding." 


He reached between Santeri's thighs and plucked out the vibrator, turning it off as he did. He set it aside 
and rubbed the older man's leg comfortingly. 


"That better?" he asked, gifting Santeri with a gentle smile. The bigger man nodded, again shifting under his 
restraints. "Here, let me get you out of that" 


Santeri rubbed at his wrists after Tomi removed and tossed the ties aside. He sat up slowly and examined 
his aching cock. He felt exhausted and sore and his blonde hair was matted to his sweaty forehead. He couldn't 
wait to go to sleep later tonight. 


| need you to cum for me one more time," Tomi told him, "and then we can take the cock ring off." He 


coated Santeri's cock with more lube as the blonde protested 
"| don't think it's possible," Santeri whined. 
"| need every last drop," Tomi said. "That way | know you're mine." 


This time, Tomi got onto his back and propped his head against a pillow before spreading his legs. Santeri 
knelt between his thighs, the position he was most used to, and looked down at his glistening hole. It was red 
around the rim. Surely Tomi was hurting, too. Santeri inserted a lubed finger tentatively, and he watched as 
Tomi squeezed his eyes shut. He removed his finger and watched as his cum from earlier trailed out, dripping 


onto the damp bedsheets. 
"You sure you can manage--" Santeri started, worried. 
"Shut up and fuck me," Tomi told him stiffly. 


Santeri hissed in discomfort as he guided his cock into Tomi's ass. This had all started out as fun and 
spontaneous, but now he had a feeling it might take several days of recovering before they could be intimate 


agai n. 


But Tomi's tight, tight hole pulled him back in like they were part of each other. Santeri's eyes rolled back. 
He laid down, wrapped his arms around Tomi's shoulders, buried his face in the brunette's sweaty neck, and 


began to fuck him. He breathed in Tomi's warmth and musk like it was the oxygen he needed. 


Their tender bodies moved desperately together, grasping one more time for that addictive high. Tomi's 
sweat-slick thighs slipped off Santeri's hips several times until the bigger man hooked his arms underneath the 


singer's knees to hold him in place. 
He reveled in Tomi's little gasps and moans in his ear. Sure, he adored Tomi's vocals within the realm of 


Amorphis and his other musical projects, but these sounds were different. They were reserved for him - and 
they were heaven. 


"So good," Tomi murmured, his breath hot against Santeri's face. "Give me every last bit of your cum" 
Santeri's thighs shook. His whole body begged for him to stop. But if he could just get a few more thrusts 


in, he'd achieve that end once more. He kicked at the bedsheets, forcing his slick body forward, trying to get in 


as deep as he could. 


He growled as it finally hit him. Tomis nails scraped at his sweaty back, clawing and sliding along him as he 


fucked out the last of his orgasms. Tomi made many pleased noises as his boyfriend filled him up once more. 
Then, Santeri collapsed on him with all his weight. He was totally and completely blown. Wrecked. Fucked. 
He listened to Tomi's shallow breaths in his ear. His eyes fell shut as his body became liquid. 


"Maybe," Tomi panted, "I got a little carried away with the roleplay." 


Later, they were cuddled on the couch together, freshly showered and in comfy pajamas. Tomi rested his 
head on Santeri's chest as they watched television His eyes were half-lidded, contented in his company. 


"I think l'm meant to remain the submissive one," he said. "I prefer when you run things in the bedroom." 


Santeri chuckled. 


"It was really sexy to have you controlling me," the keyboardist admitted. "But we don't have to do that 


again unless you want to. l'm fine with taking the lead. I've always enjoyed it." 
"| appreciate you allowing me to give it a shot," Tomi said. 
They fell quiet for a while, watching their show. Then, Tomi spoke back up. 


"When are you going to be brave enough to reach out to Esa?" he asked. "I told you before I'm okay with 
bringing him into our fun" 


‘I'm worried he'll say no," Santeri said, rubbing Tomi's shoulder. "I don't want to make things weird” 


"You've known him for nearly thirty years, Sande," Tomi yawned. "He's seen every little bit of your weird. | 


think you should just come out and ask him." 
Santeri smiled and kissed Tomi on the top of his head. He loved how open and supportive his boyfriend was. 


"Maybe. Perhaps you can help me ask him tomorrow." 


